THE  CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS

spoke thus in the youngster's favour, she did her best
to smooth down her grey-green uniform where it had
been ruffled. "Besides," the good mother continued
warmly, "the same fullness and elegance of form is not
expected from a drake as from a duck. I have an idea
that he will make his way."

"The other little ones are charming," the old
Spanish Duck repeated. e<Now make yourselves at
home, and if you should happen to find an eel's head,
you may bring it to me without hesitation. You
understand me!"

And now they were at home.

But the poor, ugly, green-grey youngster, who had
come last out of the egg, was bitten, jostled, and
made game of by the ducks as well as by the chickens.
"He is much too big!" they all said, with one accord.
And the stuck-up Turkey, because he was born with
spurs, fancied himself almost an emperor, gave
himself airs, and strutted about like a ship in full sail,
whilst his fiery head grew redder and redder. The
poor, persecuted young thing neither knew where to
stand nor where to go, and his heart was saddened by
all that he had to suffer on account of his ugliness.

Thus it was the first day, and day after day it only
grew worse. The ugly, green-grey youngster was
worried and hunted by all; even his own brothers
and sisters were against him, and were constantly
saying, "If the cat would take you, you horror!"
His mother, weighed down by sorrow, sighed, "Oh,